\^Tr*z	285
"You son of a bitch! So that's how you talk!" he hissed
in amazement, taking one step back.
Suddenly he gave Rybin a stunning blow in the face.
"You can't kill the truth with your fists!" shouted Ry-
bin, advancing towards him, "And you have no right to
hit me, you filthy dog!"
'7 have no right? /?" howled the chief of police.
He swung his fist again, aiming at Rybin's head. Ry-
bin ducked and the blow missed him, nearly upsetting the
chief of police. Someone in the crowd snorted, and once
more Rybin's wrathful voice could be heard:
"Don't dare touch me I tell you, you devil!"
The police officer glanced about and saw that the peo-
ple had drawn together to form a dark and lowering ring.
"Nikita!" shouted the chief. "Eh, Nikita!"
A short, thick-set muzhik in a sheepskin jacket stepped
out of the crowd. His large, tousled head was bent.
"Nikita!" said the chief of police as he calmly twirled
his whiskers. "Give him a box on the ear—a good one!"
The muzhik stepped forward, halted in front of Rybin,
and raised his head. Rybin struck him in the face with
sure, heavy words:
"Just look people, how the brutes choke you with your
own hands! Take a good look, and think it over!"
Slowly the muzhik raised his arm and delivered Rybin
a mild blow on the head.
"Is that the way to do it, you bastard?" shrieked the
chief.
"Hey, Nikita!" came a voice from the crowd. "Don't
forget there's a God!"
"Srike him, I tell you!" shouted the chief, taking the
nmzhik by the nape of the neck. But Nikita lowered his
head and moved away.
"I've done enough," he muttered
"What?"
A spasm passed over the face of the chief of police; he
stamped his foot and rushed at Rybin with an oath. Then
came the thud of a blow that sent Rybin reeling. He

